34        PORTRAITS  BY  INFERENCE
This was the imaginary Jones.   The actual
Jones was even more so.   He was, as already
indicated, President of the O.U.B.C.   This
to an unathletic scholar of Wadham implied
the following regalia: item, the right to wear
on   the   tow-path   the   enormous   flannel
trousers   of a   screen   cowboy;   item,  the
obligation  similarly  to  wear  a  straw-hat
with a broad blue ribbon surmounting a
blue blazer with the triple crown on the
pocket; item, the even more dazzling per-
mission to appear in the streets wearing the
blue brass-buttoned jacket and the Leander
tie of Vincent's; item, two-pennyworth of
Pass Schools to balance this plenitude of sack.
Or perhaps it wasn't the Pass Examiners
that the hero amiably permitted to investi-
gate his condition of mind.   No doubt, in
any  event,   theirs would  have   been  the
embarrassment    and    his    the    indulgent
courtesy.   cBut by all means,3 his six feet
of comely young manliness would observe,
"this is apparently your duty.   Why you
have chosen it I cannot conceive.   But since
it is so, do what is right, remembering only
that a couple of kings and I are meditating
a carriage  excursion  to Abingdon.5   'But
certainly,  Mr. Jones/  they would  reply,
relieved.  'If you could be persuaded now to-"
let tis know the names of the leading pro-
tagonists at the Battle of Marathon?3   He
could   be   persuaded,   it   seems.   Because